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The gold locket at her throat, the little crochet
cuffs at her wrists.

She said: " I will leave this day month."

He stood there looking at her. It struck him
that perhaps he had misjudged her, and that
Hilda Neale had grown fond of him. He was one
of the few people who had been kind to her in a
world which she had been born to find incon-
ceivably hard; the result had been that she had
formed an attachment for him.

He said: " Don't you think that you are being
rather silly? You know there is no need for any
of this. I have a perfect right to live my own life
my own way, without being responsible for it to
you. To go, because you think I am angry with
you, would be absurd. Where would you go?
Your place is here at Clifton, and this is where
you must stay."

For a moment she stood there defiantly, as
though there were much more that she wanted to
say, then suddenly her nerve gave.. He saw her
face pucker, and knew that she would be in tears.

Quietly he took her arm and led her to the
door. "I should go to bed, if I were you. We
will forget all this. It doesn't matter, it is of no
importance, and as far as I am concerned it has
never taken place."

Then, quite gently, he pushed her through into
the hall. She stood there for a moment, choking
down her tears, then she moved slowly across it
towards the stairs, which climbed up, beside the
panelled wall, with the moonlight coming in
trom the oriel window.

She walked like a ghost, erect, with dignity,